CHAPTER III

MIKHAIL KOSHEVOI was driven by forced marches from
Vieshenska to the front. He reached the district village of
Fiedoseev, but there the district ataman kept him for a day,
then sent him back to Vieshenska under escort,
" Why are you sending me back ? " Mikhail asked the
district secretary.
" We've received instructions from Vieshenska/1 the man
replied reluctantly.
When he reached Vieshenska it transpired that his
mother had crawled on her knees to the village assembly,
and had pleaded with the elders, who in the name of the
community had sent a request that he should be made a
drover on the district horse ranch. The district ataman
shouted this information at Mishka, and angrily ended his
harangue :
" We won't trust Bolsheviks with the defence of the Don !
You can go to the horse ranch, and afterwards we shall see.
Look at me, you son of a swine ! We had pity on your
mother, or we'd have. . , , Clear out ! "
Mishka wandered down the street unescorted* Weary
with his miles of tramping, his feet refused to obey him. He
just managed to trudge to his village by nightfall, and the
next day, wept over and caressed by his mother, he rode
out to the horse ranch, carrying in his memory the picture
of his mother's ageing face and the first strands of silver in
her hair.
To the south of Kargin the virgin, never furrowed steppe
stretched in a tract some twenty-five miles long and four
broad. This piece of land of many thousands of acres had
been set apart as a grazing ground for the district stallions,
Every year on St. Yegor's day the drovers drove the stallions
from their winter stables and brought them to the pasturage,
A stable and a barracks for the drovers, overseer and a
veterinary surgeon had been built with money assigned